SMS 


■  ' 

sSBKsBr 


I'M  M'm  ■  W 

J:  w3k'~-:  ^  -*  «* 

r  V  srli  <  •'  ->: 

i  ''.>  W  •**-£,  ■•%  JL 

%  ■  '  '^:  -’:  *»; 

Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2019  with  funding  from 
Joliet  Junior  College  Library 


https://archive.org/details/vol134wordeater00joli 


Wordeater 

The  Literary  and  Creative  Arts  Magazine 
of  Joliet  Junior  College 


Wordeater  is  under  the  supervision 
of  Dean  of  Students  Cynthia  Vasquez-Barrios 


The  2017  Wordeater  Staff 

Gina  Hoyt,  Admin  Assistant  to  the  Dean  of  Students 
Kellie  Nahas,  Secretary  to  the  Dean  of  Students 
Solomohn  “SolEK”  Ennis-Klyczek,  Wordeater  Faculty  Adviser 


Cover  image:  Mechanical  Waste  I  by  Keanu  Vasquez 
Interior  and  exterior  design:  SolEK 

Please  send  all  queries  to: 
wordeater@jjc.edu 


Stay  in  touch  with  us  on  Facebook  and  Twitter: 

J  JC  Wordeater 


Wordeater 
Joliet  Junior  College 
1215  Houbolt  Road— Room  11 00 A 
Joliet,  IL  60431 


*7/0&ide<zt&i  afiftneciateb 
ev&uf  ftanticifeastt  and  eveny  cortfailtafai 
ovAo  (node  tAid  pufilicatc/M,  ftoa&iAle. 
*200401  utvolvement  i&  vital. 

~7Aa*tA  cfocc! 


The  Wordeater  acknowledges  Pam  Dilday, 
the  Office  of  Student  Affairs  staff,  Chicago 
Women  in  Publishing,  and  the  Illinois  Women  in 
Publishing  Association 
for  their  support. 


Stoay  &  *lmacfe 


Mechanical  Waste  1 1|  K.  Vasquez  8 

The  Failure  of  Identity  ||  K.  Vasquez  9 

'P&efru'  & 

Grotto  ||  B.  Hans  12 

Fly-in-Picnic  ||  B.  Burns  Zacate  13 

Pisces  ||  Vanessa  14 

Space-Time  Meditation  ||  J.  Klyczek  15 

Human  Conditions  ||  J.  Klyczek  15 

Circle  ||  J.  Klyczek  15 

Skulliosis  ||  J.  Gruzlewski  16 

Hugs  from  the  Man  in  the  Tie  ||  N.  Fernandez  17 


Impression  of  an  Impressionist  ||  J.  Koepke  19 


Temptation  ||  L.  Cantrell  20 

The  Eating  ||  SolEK  21 

And  the  Snow  will  Fall  ||  S.  Bohler  22 

The  Bone  Collector  ||  K.  Kemp  23 

Nampalmed  Orphans  ||  A.  Ford  24 

Jude  and  Lucy  ||  H.  Smith  26 

Another  Night  ||  M.  Livanos  27 

Fearful  Eyes  ||  M.  Livanos  28 

Taskmaster  ||  M.  Livanos  30 

I  had  Forgotten  how  to  Love  You  ||  M.  Livanos  31 
Consequences  ||  M.  Livanos  32 

My  Other  Half  ||  L.  Mireles  34 

Floral  Face  ||  L.  Dankova  35 

S&mt 

Of  Quibble  and  of  Quiddity  ||  D.  Rich  36 

Spring  1 1|  P.  Schroeder  40 


Spring  II  ||  P.  Schroeder 


41 


Middle  Rock  Road  County  Forest  ||  S.  Herrera  42 
In  Memory  of  Kristyn  ||  S.  Schwartz  43 

Loving  Homes  ||  N.  Seymour  44 

No  Name  ||  A.  Dankova  48 

Bodies  of  Dust,  Darkness,  and  Light  ||  SolEK  49 
Figure  ||  S.  Schwartz  56 


‘Seance  *t/<z&quef 


8 


*U<z&qtcef 


The  Failure  of  Identity 

Identity  can  help  to  shape  a  persons  character  and  inspire 
them  to  practice  and  express  themselves  within  their  culture. 
However,  when  people  commonly  use  their  identity  to  justify 
their  actions,  an  ugly  truth  is  revealed  about  it.  That  truth 
being  if  identity  is  used  to  fortify  and  justify  a  persons  char¬ 
acter,  it  can  lead  to  hatred  and  battles  that  are  seen  in  modern 
America.  Instead ,  identity  should  act  as  a  small  cog  in  a  per¬ 
sons  machine  to  build  personality  and  character,  not  to  justify 
a  persons  achievements ,  wrongdoings,  nor  should  it  control 
that  persons  life.  If  people  continue  to  play  the  identity  game, 
humanity  will  step  backward  from  its  progression. 

Overusing  identity  becomes  a  problem  when  it  is  used 
as  the  defining  source  for  a  persons  achievement  and  happi¬ 
ness.  This  can  lead  to  pride  in  oneself,  such  as  "white  pride", 
"black  pride",  "gay  pride",  and  many  other  kinds  of  “pride”.  In 
extreme  cases  when  people  continue  to  use  their  few  labels  to 
be  proud  of  themselves,  they  eventually  see  different  people 
as  lesser  beings  and  start  to  discriminate  against  them.  This 
type  of  pride  is  seen  in  Patrick  Buchanans  Deconstructing 
America  where  he  calls  out  immigrants  and  their  diversity  for 
the  cause  of  Americas  destruction.  While  he  does  mention 
white  Europeans  as  immigrants,  he  considers  them  the  “good” 
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immigrants  who  arc  not  destroying  America  with  their  diver¬ 
sity.  His  expression  of  white  pride  is  blatant  and  only  add  to 
the  fire  where  identity  is  dangerously  used.  When  minorities 
express  pride,  it  may  create  safe  spaces"  to  peacefully  con¬ 
verse  with  one  another.  However,  it  can  also  create  a  sense  of 
superiority  such  as  black  supremacy  that  looks  down  on  in¬ 
terracial  marriages  between  whites  and  blacks,  or  fear  towards 
different  groups  of  people  such  as  white  people. 

Identity,  when  it  is  used  to  justify  the  persons  dangerous 
ideologies  and  actions,  is  also  another  problem.  A  well-known 
example  of  this  happening  is  when  white  people  take  pride  in 
their  race  and  target  black  people  as  inferior.  This  is  seen  in 
groups  such  as  the  Ku  Klux  Klan  and,  more  recently,  the  alt- 
right.  These  groups  contain  the  dangerous  ideology  of  white 
supremacy  and  attempt  to  discriminate  against  minorities. 
However,  supremacy  is  not  exclusive  to  majority  groups  be¬ 
cause  it  also  occurs  within  minority  groups.  MTV  s  YouTube 
video  2017  New  Yeavs  Resolutions  for  White  Guys  expresses 
a  negative  prejudice  towards  white  men  who  are  seen  as  the 
majority  group.  The  interviewed  people  make  blatant  gener¬ 
alizations  about  white  men  because  they  think  a  majority  of 
them  acted  awfully  in  2016.  While  many  of  those  extremists 
express  this  rhetoric  on  the  internet,  they  are  now  hiding 
under  reactionary  movements  such  as  Black  Lives  Matter 
and  Antifa  which  completely  destroys  their  core  values.  This 
hatred  and  discrimination  from  both  sides  all  stems  from  be¬ 
lieving  that  a  persons  one  or  two  identity  labels  are  the  most 
important  thing  for  them. 

Identity  once  again  becomes  a  failure  when  it  is  used  it  is 
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used  to  dictate  a  persons  life.  If  a  person  dwells  on  identity 
labels  voluntarily  or  from  peer  pressure,  their  worldview  be¬ 
comes  blinded  with  certain  restrictions.  Instead,  that  person 
should  overlook  those  given  labels,  break  those  stereotypes 
associated  with  them,  and  move  on  with  their  lives  to  be 
productive.  In  How  to  Be  Black ,  Baratunde  Thurston  talks 
about  how  he  was  labeled  as  being  too  white  or  too  black  by 
various  people  due  to  his  personality  and  where  he  grew  up. 
However,  he  does  not  let  that  label  define  him  in  a  negative 
manner,  nor  does  he  continue  to  play  off  the  stereotypes  in  a 
pseudo-positive  manner.  Instead,  he  laughs  about  it,  writes  a 
sensational  book  about  being  black,  and  continues  to  move 
on  with  his  life  by  writing  articles  for  a  satirical  website.  If 
more  people  could  act  in  a  similar  manner  as  Thurston,  fewer 
people  would  dwell  on  their  few  labels  to  define  them  and  not 
trip  into  the  pitfalls  that  lead  to  discrimination  and  racism. 

Identity  should  be  used  with  a  grain  of  salt  in  a  persons 
character  and  personality,  not  to  justify  their  actions  whether 
those  are  good  or  bad.  A  person  should  fight  the  labels  given 
unwillingly  or  willingly  to  them  and  break  those  stereotypes 
associated  with  those  labels.  Otherwise,  if  they  reside  on 
them  for  too  long,  they  will  start  to  use  their  labels  as  a  means 
to  define  their  achievements  and  feel  the  need  to  express  su¬ 
premacy  and  pride.  Eventually,  those  will  turn  into  hatred  or 
fear  towards  groups  that  are  different  than  them.  If  countries 
like  America  continue  down  this  path  where  identity  takes 
over  the  people’s  everyday  lives  and  politics,  then  how  can 
humanity  move  forward  to  progress  into  a  greater  society  that 
works  well  together? 
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Fly-in-Picnic 

Sweetened  air  beckoned 
Butterflies  guided  my  eyes 
Mauve  milkweed  blossoms 

Flower  cluster  balls 

Haloed  hummingbirds  reaching 

Deeply  stored  nectar 

Itchy  fuzzy  leaves 

Nor  sticky  white  sap  deterred 

Monarch  butterflies 
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Space-Time  Mediation 

When  time  decides  to  stop  &  hide 
where  will  all  these  thoughts  reside? 
Isn’t  Time  within  my  Mind? 

And  isn’t  all  within  this  Time? 

So  why  should  I  have  reasons  why 
when  Mind  is  All  and  All  is  Mind? 

Human  Conditions 

Millions  of  fish 
in  millions  of  seas. 

Only  one  you, 
just  one  me. 

Where  you  live  is  how  you  see. 
When  you’re  born  is  who  you’ll  be. 

Circle 

Life  kills  us. 

Holy  Spirit  refills  us. 

Where  there’s  a  will  there’s  a  Way 
and  the  Way  wills  us. 
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Hugs  from  the  Man  in  the  Tie 

Hey,  cheer  up.  Get  over  it. 

Just  breathe,  stop  worrying. 

That  blade  looks  enticing. 

The  thoughts,  they  will  not  stop. 

The  blade  will  end  them  all. 

Stab  myself  bloody; 
hey,  just  what  if? 

You  have  to  go  out  more. 

Its  all  in  your  head. 

Hug  the  man  in  the  tie. 

His  divine  psychology. 

Come  to  my  house  and  hug  me,  Mr.  Psychology. 

Why  cant  you  just  act  normal? 

Were  trying  to  help. 


How  naive. 

Read  a  book, 
Intelligence  excites  me. 
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You’re  making  us  worried. 

What  did  we  do  wrong? 

Your  brains  not  ill. 

Your  mind  doesn’t  torture. 

Your  life's  a  delight. 

My  brains  a  portable  hell.  No  travel  or  action  required; 
The  hell’s  always  there. 

So,  what  worries  you? 

Don’t  be  a  downer. 

Get  over  yourself. 

Oh  there’s  the  man  in  the  tie.  Please  hug  me. 

You  couldn’t  last  time, 
and  your  hugs  are  so  sweet. 
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Impression  of  an  Impressionist 
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Temptation 
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The  Eating 

You  and  I 

enjoyed, 

savored 

hot  dogs  as  long  and  as  wide  as  our  arms 
with  chili  and  cheese 
and  bacon  and  slaw 
The  fries, 

oh,  the  fries,  salty  and  plentiful, 
piled  high  in  two  baskets 
stretch  all  the  way 
back  into  our  twenties  and  teens. 

Our  fingers  and  smiles  forever  greasy. 

The  desserts:  milkshakes,  marshmallows, 
brownies  smothered  in  syrups  and  creams, 
so  sweet,  so  toothsome. 

At  fifty,  we  sit  across  from  each  other 
at  our  dining  room  table. 

Your  bypass  scar  is  as  pink  as  steamed  salmon, 
as  clustery  as  cauliflower. 
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And  the  Snow  will  Fall 

Sa&U*ui  SoAlen 
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The  Bone  Collectors 
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Napalmed  Orphans 

Sunshine  and  clear  blue  skies 
Birds  are  singing 

Everyone  smiling  and  full  of  good  cheer 

In  a  small  town  where  everyone  loves  thine  neighbor 

Jobs  plentiful 

Bright  green  grass  and  flowers  everywhere 

But  some  suits  in  a  faraway  land 
Want  what’s  beneath  your  feet. 

Call  you  communist. 

Say  you  threaten  their  way  of  life, 

So  they’re  going  to  take  yours. 

Invaders  come 
Bombs  fall 

The  skies  are  now  gray 
The  birds  are  all  dead 
No  one  smiling. 

Fear  rampant. 

The  grass  is  now  red  with  the  blood  of  families. 

The  flowers  are  now  only  ashes. 

Your  home  destroyed. 
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Progress  is  here. 


The  fathers  grab  their  rifles 
and  are  slaughtered  in  battle. 

Towns  everywhere  set  ablaze. 

Women  and  children  are  fair  game. 

The  only  good  gook  is  a  dead  one. 

Orphans  now  abandoned 

In  charcoaled  homes  filled  with  violent  memories 
Corpses  of  their  families;  their  only  friend. 

There  is  no  food. 

No  jobs,  but  war. 

No  place  for  them. 

A  burden  on  society. 

What  to  do? 

Napalm  them! 

Napalmed  orphans! 

Burnt  to  a  crisp 
Their  only  use 
Napalmed  orphans! 

Cremated  where  they  stood 
Smelled  like  a  backyard  barbeque. 
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Another  Night 

Terror  seeps  a  chill  so  deep 
your  bones  ache. 

You  wake  from  the  caverns  of  sleep 
to  ice  water  flowing  over  your  body. 

Damp  freezing  sheets 
enshrouded,  as  in  a  blanket  of  snow, 
make  every  limb  shiver 
against  your  will. 

Muscles  spasm  so  violently, 
the  headboard  beats  in  rhythm. 
Your  breathing  cant  keep  up 
with  your  heart  beat. 

Panic  builds  till  your  skull 
readies  to  explode  from  your  head. 
Even  the  rooms  dark  shadows 
undulate  toward  you. 

Great  voids  of  nothingness 
reach  out  to  devour  you. 

And  no  matter  how  hard  you  try, 
they  slither  over  the  beds  edge 

ready  to  descend  upon  you 
weaving  a  cocoon  of  evil. 

And  as  light’s  rays  flicker  out, 
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the  screaming  begins. 

Deep  and  primal 
with  the  same  agony 
and  pain  of  a  child 
expelled  from  its  womb. 

You  are  one  with 
the  grating  shrieks, 
throbbing,  shooting  pain, 
thunder  behind  your  eyes. 

Clown  figures  suddenly  appear 
jeering  “You’re  worthless” 
and  start  hurting  you 
POW  style. 

This  kind  of  terror 
doesn’t  like  to  lose. 

I  know.  It’s  mine. 

It  pursues  me  every  night. 

When  those  black  fingers  of  shadows 
transverse  the  last  specs  of  light 
touching  me  in  my  last  moments 
of  consciousness,  I  scream  out- 
Whys  this  happening  to  me? 

Why  does  it  have  to  be  me? 


Fearful  Eyes 

Too  little  to  care  for  myself. 
Trapped,  unable  to  get  away. 
I  didn’t  know  why 
things  were  really  hard. 
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Denied  the  chance 
to  be  happy  or  positive, 

I  lived  in  fear 
of  my  predicament. 

Don’t  lie  to  me! 

Don’t  lie  to  me! 

Show  me! 

I’m  going  to  beat  you  good! 

The  attacks  were  unpredictable. 

You’re  worthless  and  mean 
nothing  to  me. 

I’m  going  to  kill  you. 

I  was  always  tense. 

A  throw  away 

by  those  who  should  have 

cared  the  most  for  me. 

No  one  to  snuggle  with  at  night 
or  ever  take  my  hand. 

I  was  scared  of  the  things  they  did 
for  no  known  reason. 

My  painful  cries  eventually  dug  deep. 
Drugs  left  a  blank  note, 
till  locusts  swarmed  and 
putrefied  the  folds  of  my  mind. 

One  day,  I  inhaled  the  toxicity, 

till  nothing  was  left 

and  saw  joy  too  was  there. 

The  calmness  unfettered  my  mind. 
Knowing  peace  could  be  found  anywhere, 
I  tuned  my  heart  and  mind 
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to  its  soothing  current  and 
learned  to  navigate  the  rapids  of  life. 

No  longer  did  I  look  for  sympathy, 
drugs,  or  said  Woe  is  me. 

I  learned  life  is  tough. 

Some  days  are  brutal. 


Taskmaster 

I’m  obsessed  with  control. 

A  pervasive  bird  keeper 
that  gloats  over  a  bird 
while  hovering  outside  its  cage. 

A  bogus  do-gooder 
shadowing  its  charge, 
never  letting  it 
experience  life. 

Independence  is  stifled, 
always  holding  on, 
never  letting  the  bird  free 
to  spread  its  wings. 

My  control  torments 
that  bird  in  the  cage 
forcing  my  will  on  it, 
till  its  psyche  withers. 

One  day,  I  realize 
my  life  is  stuck 
in  a  cycle  of  control 
unable  to  rise  above  it. 
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Finally,  with  a  big 
smile  on  my  face, 

I  give  the  bird  its 
freedom  to  fly  away. 

The  bird  looks 
at  the  seed  in  its  cage, 
pensively  stares  out 
and  makes  its  choice. 

Grasping  its  hinged  door, 
always  left  open, 
the  bird  leaps  out 
to  face  its  destiny. 


I  had  Forgotten  howto  Love  You 

Opening  Pandoras  box 
stirred  dead  emotions. 

Vices  were  confronted, 
anger  was  released. 

Facing  my  sons  caring  ways 
reflected  just  how  far  I  strayed. 

My  unfettered  heart 
revealed  the  truth. 

I  had  forgotten  how 
to  be  excited  by  your  love. 

It  stung  and 
I  wanted  it  back. 

So,  I  listened  with 
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no  ready  comebacks. 

Extra  touches  of  love 
were  freely  given. 

Cleansing  breaths 
provided  perspective. 

Considerate  support 
became  a  simple  joy. 

Challenges  along  the  way 
were  addressed  with  a  smile. 

Your  warmth,  not  solitude, 
became  a  constant  longing. 

The  smile  on  your  face  a  daily  fix. 

During  my  journey,  I  again  attracted  you. 
I  knew,  cause  when  we  went  out, 
you  made  me  feel  all  was  right. 

Finally,  sunlights  happiness 
shined  on  our  love. 

This  told  me  our  love  would  always  last. 
Forever  you,  forever  me. 


Consequences 

The  tall  pines  oft  shimmered 
silhouetted  against  a  morning  sun. 
Their  long  willowy  boughs 
greeted  all  each  morning. 

Today,  a  bulldozer  slammed 
their  trunks  and  ripped  out  their  roots. 
“Slash  pine  ain’t  nothing,” 
they  said. 
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Still,  dozens  of  mountain  bluebirds 
screeched  in  anger. 

Turkey  vultures  and  field  hawks 
took  flight  for  state  preserves. 

Possum,  coyote,  armadillo, 
grackles,  red  and  gray  fox, 
acorn-freighted  squirrels, 
goldenrod  and  sumac  are  gone. 

Critters  of  all  types  fled 
to  nearby  neighborhoods. 

Just  mounds  of  red  clay 
await  concrete  foundations. 

Why  cant  we  understand 
the  need  to  interact  with  nature? 
Listen  to  the  mountain  bluebirds 
and  share  their  outrage 
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My  Other  Half 

‘7tti*e£e& 
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Floral  Face 
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Of  Quibble  and  of  Quiddity 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door  which  rose  to  a  pounding. 

A  woman,  with  an  air  both  angular  and  flat,  rose  to  answer  it. 
The  pounding  became  erratic  as  she  opened  the  door. 

“Eleanora,  neighbour  darling,”  said  the  quavering  man, 
“my  life  is  such  a  nightmare  with  this  quandary  in  me  now.” 

“Constantine,  stop  your  hysterics,”  Eleanora  said,  which 
echoed  down  the  halls  with  a  faint  sombre  ring,  “YouVe  got 
yourself  all  tangled  in  non-connections.  Pull  yourself  out  of 
yourself,  and  look  at  yourself  from  afar.”  She  put  her  finger  to 
her  chin,  questioning  what  shed  just  said. 

The  man  stumbled  inside.  He  thrust  himself  upon  a  table. 
Eleanora  grabbed  hold  of  a  vase  filled  with  hyacinths. 

The  man  pulled  one  of  the  flowers.  “See  my  body  wracked 
with  agony.”  He  lurched,  and  held  the  flower  over  his  fore¬ 
head.  “Gaze  upon  misery.  See  an  aesthetical  reality  of  Saturn 
devouring.” 

“Id  prefer  to  un-gaze,”  said  the  woman,  unmoved.  “Why 
don’t  we  sit  upon  the  couch  here.”  Her  guest  flung  himself  face 
down  upon  the  cushions  taking  up  the  whole  of  the  settee. 
“Ive  always  considered  you  a  we  out  of  respect,”  she  said. 
“Whatsoever  bothers  you. .  .at  this  moment?” 

“He  is  given  all  immunity,  indemnity,  impunity,  and 
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amnesty.  Four  points  filled  to  my  none!”  Constantine  rolled 
about  on  the  couch. 

“Perhaps  it  wouldn't  seem  so  bad  if  your  points  didn't  all 
mean  the  same  thing,”  said  Eleanora.  She  went  to  a  cabinet 
and  unlocked  it  with  a  key  around  her  neck. 

Constantine  shouted  from  the  couch,  “But  it  can’t  be  de¬ 
nied,  it’s  true.  There  is  no  poet  known  more  greatly  than  he. . . 
Alexander.  Listen  to  that  name.  It  rolls  off  the  tongue  with  a 
visible  air.  And  what  am  I?  Nothing.  Nothing  at  all.  Doomed 
to  wallow  in  ineptitude,  yet,  quite  obviously,  gregariously  full 
and  blooming.” 

Eleanora  pulled  a  bottle  of  clear  liquid  out  of  the  cabinet. 
She  drank  a  bit  straight  out;  it  burnt.  Then  she  filled  two  glass¬ 
es  and  took  them  over  to  the  couch.  “Concrete  is  often  better 
as  foundation  than  haughty  philosophising  and  soliloquizing.” 
She  handed  Constantine  a  glass,  and  took  to  sip  hers. 

“An  elixir  I’d  quaff  in  immediate  moment,”  said  Constan¬ 
tine.  He  sat  up.  “Cure  me  with  convenience’s  rapidity.”  He 
toasted  and  drank  it  all. 

Eleanora  sat.  “But  we  know  that  is  no  option  now.  There’s 
no  matter  allowing  it  to  obfuscate  the  choice.  Lay  out  your 
options  and  choose.”  She  looked  back  at  the  still  open  cabinet. 
“Which  of  your  rivals  was  it?  And  how  have  they  gotten  you 
in  knots. .  .this  time?” 

“Alexander!” 

“Oh,”  said  Eleanora.  She  finished  her  drink. 

“Everywhere  I  go,  he  is  there,  ensuing,  poltergeist-like 
with  haunting  vivacious  voracity.  He  the  talk  on  everyone’s 
tongue.  He’s  the  adoration  of  every  accolade.”  He  sobbed, 
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waving  his  arms  about.  Eleanora  wiped  the  splashes  off  her 
face. 

“That’s  quite  the  tale  Constantine,”  she  said.  She  wiped  the 
droplets  off  the  table  before  they  made  marks  in  the  finish. 

“I  came  to  tell  you  Ive  made  up  my  mind,”  said  Constan¬ 
tine,  “I  absolutely  must  set  him  in  his  place  if  ever  I  am  to 
calm  my  mind.”  He  stood  triumphantly.  Eleanora  stood  too, 
and  went  to  the  cabinet. 

“If  you  really  must,  then  what  have  you  come  to  me  about. 
See  Alexander,  and  say  what  you  wish  to  him,”  She  replied, 
“Spit  out  what  you  will  with  a  punctured  taste  full  of  miser¬ 
able  acidity.  But  you  don’t  need  to  see  me  about  it.”  She  filled 
her  glass  again. 

“I  could  never  do  that,”  said  Constantine,  “I  am  too  re¬ 
spectable  and  aristocratical  to  burnish  him  so.”  He  sat. 

“Take  him  to  Grosvenor,  make  him,  and  show  to  him  all 
the  grandeur  the  gallery  has,”  said  Eleanora,  “Make  him  quake 
beneath  the  giants  as  he  has  done  to  you.”  Eleanora  drank  her 
glass,  and  poured  again.  She  went  back  to  the  couch  and  sat 
down.  There  was  a  soft  crunching.  She  raised  up,  and  pulled 
off  the  hyacinth  from  the  cushion.  She  wiped  the  light  yellow 
dust  smeared  across  the  seat  underneath  her.  She  sighed. 

Constantine  set  down  his  glass.  “I  could  never.  We’ve 
known  each  other  since  we  were  babes.  Think  what  that 
would  do  to  our  relationship.” 

“Make  a  quip  and  whip  him  with  it,”  said  Eleanora,  “Not 
too  stinging,  yet  not  too  soft  neither.”  She  completed  another 
glass,  considered  another,  but  thought  better  of  it.  “Extremi¬ 
ties  rarely  work  as  advertised.” 
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“That  is  what  I  shall  do!”  Constantine  slapped  the  table. 
“This  is  your  purpose  Eleanora,  I  come  with  incomplete  avid¬ 
ity  and  leave  enthused  in  full.”  They  both  rose.  Constantine 
kissed  her  hand  until  she  pulled  it  away.  Eleanora  lead  her 
guest  to  the  door.  She  smiled  wryly  at  him. 

“I  have  confidence,  thanks  to  you,”  said  Constantine.  He 
made  a  quaint  and  soft  bow. 

She  closed  the  door. 

“Poor  man,”  said  Eleanora,  “Alexander  s  been  dead  years.” 
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Spring  I 

?W  ScAnaed&i 
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Spring  II 

T^aul  Sc/tx&ed&i 
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Middle  Rock  Road  County  Forest 

Se&a&tozvt  0i¥en%en<i 
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In  Memory  of  Kristyn 

Sana  Sc&cvantf 
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rUtetcy  Seytu&cvi 


Loving  Homes 

Irrespective  of  opulence  or  size,  a  houses  value  is  best  re¬ 
membered  by  the  memories  held  within.  Such  is  the  case  for 
the  Ohio  Victorian  house  of  my  childhood,  which  lives  forev¬ 
er  in  my  heart.  My  parents  bought  this  magical  home  in  1964 
after  renting  on  the  other  side  of  town  waiting  for  availability. 
The  two -story  house  was  on  five  acres  and  ignited  my  deep 
love  for  trees.  There  was  an  amazing  gum  tree  to  climb  in  the 
front  yard,  where  I  would  watch  the  cars  go  by  and  dream  of 
someday  owning  a  Mustang,  a  dream  that  I  later  fulfilled.  The 
west  side  of  the  yard  had  the  biggest  elm  tree  I  had  ever  seen. 
To  me,  it  was  on  the  scale  of  the  trees  in  Sherwood  Forest  of 
Nottinghamshire,  England. 

I  remember  having  a  sleep  over  one  summer  under  that 
giant  tree  of  love,  shade  and  comfort  with  my  parents,  brother 
and  sister.  We  told  stories  after  dinner  and  my  father  sang, 
“Ruby  Don’t  Take  Your  Love  to  Town.”  Maybe  their  banter 
was  the  sort  of  teasing  that  only  my  parents  understood, 
but  it  was  the  first  time  I  realized  my  handsome  father  may 
have  known  other  women  romantically  before  my  beautiful 
goddess  of  a  mother.  In  the  backyard  was  the  most  uniquely 
shaped  maple  tree,  which  had  two  arms  that  reached  up  and 
over  into  the  next  door  neighbors  yard.  Whenever  I  needed 
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some  “me”  time,  I  would  grab  a  sleeve  of  saltines  and  scram¬ 
ble  up  onto  that  ‘tree  couch’  to  have  a  few  minutes  of  solitude 
and  consider  what  this  house  and  the  trees  were  sharing  with 
me.  A  large  apple  tree  would  not  only  bear  fruit,  but  also  pro¬ 
vide  the  best  natural  divider  from  the  back  garden  area.  At 
the  end  of  the  property  so  beautifully  placed  was  a  miniature 
forest  of  pine  trees  that  allowed  a  curious  youngster  to  search 
through  them  and  get  lost  in  the  sheer  joy  of  discovery,  like 
having  access  to  a  year-round  Easter  egg  hunt. 

These  glorious  trees  were  the  lace  around  this  magnificent 
house,  which  had  a  limestone  back  patio  that  was  easy  on 
the  eyes,  but  not  so  easy  on  your  head  if  you  fell  on  it.  The 
old  cellar  doors  to  the  basement  created  a  mystery  whenever 
it  was  opened,  like  we  were  going  back  in  time  to  an  ancient 
world.  The  coal  room  remained  out  of  use  due  to  decades  of 
coal  deposits,  but  was  approachable  for  little  bodies  through 
the  coal  chute  when  the  house  ate  the  keys  and  locked  us 
out.  A  fruit  cellar  made  a  perfect  place  for  our  cats  to  have 
kittens  and  keep  them  safely.  The  basement  shower  didn’t 
allow  much  privacy  to  the  outside  world  when  playing  ‘naked 
fashion  show’  with  my  little  sister  and  friend.  It  proved  to  be 
dangerous  for  suicidal  baby  chicks  escaping  from  their  box 
into  the  drain. 

The  beautiful  wooden  doors  to  each  room  were  glorious 
with  their  massive,  antique  glass  handles,  which  would  dazzle 
in  the  sunlight.  My  parents  had  a  very  large  and  secretive 
closet  like  a  tree  house.  You  could  push  aside  my  mother’s 
clothes  and  see  through  the  large  circular  window  that  of¬ 
fered  the  best  view  of  the  neighborhood.  My  sister’s  and  my 
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closet  was  perfect  for  playing,  with  a  small  overhead  light 
that  illuminated  the  hours  spent  with  Barbie  and  Ken,  along 
with  G.I.  Joe  when  he  visited  too.  The  open  main  floor  was  a 
perfect  area  for  my  brother  and  I  to  shoot  marbles,  where  we 
would  try  to  shoot  around  a  perimeter  of  targets  in  the  fewest 
attempts.  A  large  front  porch  offered  a  place  to  gather  and 
sit  on  the  delightful  porch  swing.  In  the  still  of  one  unusual 
night,  that  porch  was  the  first  refuge  for  a  bleeding  man  who 
knocked  on  the  door  after  an  accident  in  front  of  our  house.  I 
was  shocked  to  see  all  of  the  red  spots  on  the  white  wood  the 
next  day  trying  to  image  the  event. 

My  favorite  room  was  the  living  room,  which  took  up  half 
of  the  main  floor.  We  stored  a  black,  baby  grand  piano  for 
a  friend  of  my  parents.  That  instrument  still  haunts  me,  as  I 
dream  of  owning  one,  to  once  again  feel  and  hear  the  crisp, 
tart  sound  of  that  keyboard,  so  sweet  like  the  first  bite  of 
dark  chocolate.  Next  to  it  was  an  angel-winged  chair  that  my 
mother  posed  in  once  for  my  father— like  the  movie  stars  did 
back  then,  with  her  back  to  us  and  looking  alluringly  around 
at  the  camera  lens.  A  big  fireplace  that  was  nearly  always  lit 
in  the  cold  months  created  the  addiction  in  me  that  thrives 
to  this  day.  Namely,  inside  the  space  that  we  all  shared,  a  fire 
could  foster  a  sense  of  harmony,  cherished  times  and  warmth. 
But,  lastly,  the  area  that  intrigued  me  the  most  was  within  the 
living  room.  There  hung  the  double  windows  created  from 
rice  paper,  showcasing  pressed  ferns,  leaves  and  bits  of  nature 
that  forever  sealed  in  their  glass  gave  a  dreamy  quality  to  this 
practical  room.  I  laid  on  the  bench  and  stared  at  the  speci¬ 
mens  for  hours.  This  was  directly  behind  a  king-sized  chair 
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that  once  could  hold  my  mother,  siblings  and  I  to  read  about 
Uncle  Remus,  Alice,  Winnie  the  Pooh,  and  a  host  of  old  and 
new  friends. 

We  moved  in  1968  from  this  house  to  Illinois,  but  on  a 
dark  summer  night  thirty  years  later,  while  visiting  a  friend 
in  the  same  state,  my  husband  and  I  drove  by  so  I  could  show 
him  the  house  that  was  my  first  love.  Being  young,  an  expe¬ 
rienced  camper  and  in  need  of  outside  facilities  I  risked  it  all 
and  tinkled  behind  the  garage,  along  with  the  crickets.  We 
heard  voices  approaching— it  was  the  owner  just  getting  home 
from  a  night  out.  Even  though  it  was  3  a.m.,  he  graciously  of¬ 
fered  us  a  full  tour  of  the  house  after  learning  that  I  had  lived 
there  with  my  family.  The  house  brought  the  utter  magic  all 
over  again.  She  will  forever  be  the  house  of  my  dreams  . . .  the 
one  I  still  seek  to  find! 
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fitiaAta&iqa,  72cut&*wa 


48 


Sots?: 


Bodies  of  Dustf  Darkness,  and  Light 

(despair,  sex  trafficking,  and  re-birth) 

We  are  squeezed  from  the  womb  into  a  world  of  lights, 
Lysol,  and  strange  hands.  If  we  are  not  crying  when  we  enter, 
a  nice  big  palm  is  cocked  and  loaded  to  get  the  tears  rolling. 
We  are  washed,  wrapped,  and  handed  over  to  the  women 
who  have  carried  us.  Whether  they  will  care,  or  not  care,  for 
us  will  be  determined  by  something,  somewhere,  somehow. 
Whatever  the  case,  if  God  is  willing,  our  growing  starts  with 
or  without  them. 

We  leave  public  hospitals,  move  into  public  housing,  and 
attend  public  schools.  Everything  about  us  is  public— all  of 
our  mistakes,  misfortunes,  and  every  other  thing  that  is  just 
amiss  when  it  comes  to  us — we  low  lives  of  the  atmosphere, 
we  spectacles,  we  wastes  of  energy  and  skin.  We  are  despised 
by  others  and  ourselves,  because  like  Baraka  said,  the  “gar¬ 
bage”  papers  been  tellin  us  we  ain’t  nothing— and  we  finally 
believe  it. 

I  sit  down  and  the  teacher  teaches:  Christopher  Colum¬ 
bus  discovered  America;  blacks  brought  ratchet  to  earth;  and 
Native  Americans,  what  Native  Americans?  Each  time  the 
teacher  re-explains  something  in  “simpler”  terms  for  my  ben¬ 
efit,  little  pieces  of  me  drop  onto  the  floor.  Mid-way  through 


49 


class,  I  am  nothing  more  than  a  pile  of  Skittles — every  color 
of  a  trademarked  rainbow.  Giant  white  girls  laughing  with  big 
boobs  and  long  hair  and  manicured  nails  consume  me  with 
big,  bleached,  measured  perfectly-to-the-micron  teeth.  Their 
shiny,  pink,  red-wax-lip  mouths  chew  and  swallow,  chew 
and  swallow.  Later,  while  on  their  way  downtown  to  party 
with  their  privileged  black  friends,  they  stop  to  vomit  on  the 
boulevard;  now,  I  am  little  green,  purple,  blue,  red,  and  yellow 
refuse  in  the  gutter.  I  lie  there  wet  and  cold  with  nothing  but 
the  glow  from  the  Sugar  Sharp  Lounge  to  prove  my  existence. 
Not  even  Jesus  knows  who— or  what— I  am. 

Our  bodies  develop  amongst  churches— liquor  stores— 
and  statistics.  Reverends  and  deacons  call  us  to  them  from 
rented  storefronts  with  flashy  suits  and  mouths  filled  to 
overflowing  with  gold  and  cavities.  We  are  wary.  We  have 
heard  stories  of  Cadillacs  and  adultery,  fornication,  and  false 
teachings.  Our  brothers  and  sisters  tell  us  what  they  have  seen 
(not  heard)  while  gathered  around  candles  in  darkened  rooms 
‘cause  our  mamas  done  tithed  the  light  bill  money  to  satan 
and  regardless  of  their  honest,  well-intended  mistakes,  Jesus 
don’t  stop,  cant  stop  teaching.  So,  we  lay  down  to  sleep  with 
nothing  but  the  street  lights  to  keep  us  known,  and  wonder 
if  these  little  black,  brown,  yellow,  mulatto,  and  white  bodies 
will  ever  make  any  light  of  their  own. 

We  walk  down  the  avenue  with  jeans  saggin,  see- thru  leg¬ 
gings.  The  days  of  young  men  being  suited  properly  are  long 
past  us  now.  Us  girls,  some  of  us  don’t  even  know  what  a  slip 
is,  let  alone  the  virtue  of  wearing  one.  Our  penises  and  vagi¬ 
nas  rule  us  like  astrological  signs.  We  are  born  under  lustful 
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moons;  all  of  our  rising  suns  are  lewd  and  lascivious.  We  greet 
each  other  with  unholy  kisses;  cry  out  deep-fried,  greasy  pro¬ 
fanities  to  our  friends,  we  refer  to  them  as  “associates,”  daring 
not  to  give  them  any  title  or  recognition  worthy  of  respect  or 
trust.  All  of  this  happens  to  the  beat  of  a  snare  drum,  dubious 
high  hats  with  melodramatic  hooks  generously  poured  over 
sickening  futuristic  tracks,  backed  by  plantation  hymns  with 
highs  and  lows  that  seduce  our  earlobes  into  a  state  of  awake 
unconsciousness. 

I  slip  on  my  baseball  cap,  slide  into  my  Levis,  grab  a  slice 
of  apple  pie  and  walk  out  the  door,  drive  to  school  in  my 
Chevy,  stop  at  the  red  lights,  go  at  the  green  lights,  park  my 
ride  between  the  lines  and  follow  the  sidewalk  to  the  stairs 
and  the  halls  to  class.  I  enter  and  exit  on  command.  I  pay  the 
college  not  for  knowledge,  but  for  structure  and  ID  entity— 
the  only  two  things  it  can  truly  guarantee;  this  discovery  is 
made  with  Cs  in  one  hand  and  a  bill  with  increased  tuition 
in  the  other.  And  that’s  exactly  when  the  devil’s  options  come 
looking  for  me,  in  a  real  Lexus  with  a  real  diamond  ring.  My 
eyes  rest  too  long  on  the  shine  of  everything  and  receive  the 
promising. 

To  us  he  was  cocoapuffs;  body  deep  brown,  muscles 
glossed  and  hard— face  so  chiseled,  body  so  sweet— make  girl 
drop  tense  and  articles,  sentences  incomplete.  He  is  inter¬ 
mixed  AfriLatinEuroAsiaAmeriStralia.  He  slaps  us  hard  with 
the  power  of  six  continents  in  his  fist,  fire  sparks  from  our 
faces  anime  style,  Anna  Mae  style.  We  run  to  put  it  out.  Like 
deep-dark  cinnamon  taffy  strong  and  plastic,  he  travels  under 
doors  through  key  holes,  under  beds,  in  closets  and  finds  us. 
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cause  we  dusty  lowdown  and  good  for  nothing  and  always 
got  to  come  back.  We  lay  out  on  his  bear  skin  rugs  watching 
TV,  each  with  our  very  own  bowl  of  real  Cocoa  Puffs — round 
glistening,  colored  corn,  floating  in  ice  cold  milk.  We  let  the 
puffs  soak  soft,  so  they  don’t  hurt  our  loose  and  tender  teeth. 

Money  ain’t  good  right  now.  I’ont  care  what  we  do,  we 
can’t  bring  that  dolla  back  just  right.  CP  gettin  mad  as  hell. 
And  ooooooweeee,  we  so  scared.  At  night,  we  cover  the  bed 
in  shopping  bags,  take  his  sheets  off,  put  the  ones  we  hid  from 
the  Thrift  on.  That  way  if  anyone  of  us  piss  from  straight  up 
fear,  we  won’t  ruin  his  thousand-count. 

He  holla  out  early  in  the  morning,  “Get  y’all  raggedy  be- 
hinds  up  and  come  ear  rat  now!” 

We  run  in  one-by-one,  nighties  swirling — soft  peach,  shy 
jade,  blushing  violet,  winking  lavender.  “Yeah,  CP,  what  can 
we  do  for  you,  baby,”  we  say  in  unison,  sweeter  than  Motown. 

“Put  my  boots  on.” 

Nan  run  and  grab  the  big,  black,  steel  toe  boots  that  are 
just  inches  outside  his  reach  and  start  to  put’em  on  her  feet. 

“Is  you  retarded?  Put’em  on  me!” 

He  reel  his  right  hand  over  his  left  shoulder  aiming  at  the 
back  of  her  head.  All  could  be  seen  was  our  fingers  reaching, 
our  legs  running  to  help  Nan.  We  get  the  boots  off  her  and  on 
him,  tied’em  tight,  and  got  back  in  position. 

“Now  bend  over!” 

We  all  look  at  each  other — pain  and  fear. 

“Bend  over,  gotdamit!”  We  bend  over  quick!  When  Lucy 
got  kicked,  she  crashed  against  the  wall  so  hard  look  like  all 
ten  of  her  nails  broke;  then  Pat  toppled  head  first  onto  her; 
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then  poor  Reese  splat  onto  the  floor  like  an  already  dead  fish. 

All  along,  I  had  my  eye  on  the  door.  When  he  kicked 
at  me,  there  was  no  splat  or  crack,  only  a  pulled  knob  and 
a  crossed  threshold.  I  ran.  I  ran  all  the  way  to  Ohio  Street 
before  the  kindest  black  man  I  ever  seen  offered  me  some 
clothes. 

“Where  you  trying  to  get  to,  sista?” 

“Sir,  I’m  just.”  I  couldn’t  keep  from  crying,  couldn’t  say 
another  word. 

He  say,  “Tell  ya  what,  let  me  take  ya  by  my  sister  Nikki’s 
house.  She’ll  fix  ya  up,  treatcha  real  good.” 

I  pull  back,  “Nah,  no  more.  I  don’t  want  no  more.” 

“Unt,  un,  darlin’,  we  ain’t  none  of  them  where  you  from. 
We  good  people.  You  see  that  black  skin  you  got  on  you. 

That’s  the  same  black  skin  I  got  on  me.  I’ont  see  no  difference 
‘tween.  I  bet,  listen  here,  I  bet  wherever  you  runnin’  from,  I 
bet  whoever  was  in  charge  over  there,  they  ain’t  treat  you  like 
they  treat  theyself.  Is  I’m  right?” 

“Yeah.” 

“See,  we  ain’t  gone  do  that.  You  safe.  Just  come  wit’  me.” 

I  got  into  his  car  with  his  jacket,  the  one  that  was  on  his 
back,  wrapped  around  me. 

We,  all  us  girls,  and  some  boys  too,  gather  ‘round  Sister 
Giovanni.  She  tell  us  stories  like  a  winding  sheet;  let  us  eat 
from  the  peach  tree  and  dance  in  the  sun.  A  young  black  man 
came  in  one  night  with  a  blonde  wig  and  blue  contacts.  Sister 
Giovanni  put  on  gospel  music  and  started  boiling  her  home¬ 
made  hot  chocolate;  in  no  time,  we  were  all  up,  just  where  she 
wanted  us,  in  the  kitchen  holding  hands  with  that  young  man 
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while  she  took  off  his  wig  and  helped  him  out  of  his  contacts. 
Once  his  nappy  black  hair  was  uncovered  and  his  sad  black 
eyes  could  be  seen,  we  all  hugged  him  one-by-one.  Sister 
Giovanni  told  him,  “Child  of  God,  if  you  hold  on  to  us,  we  11 
hold  on  to  you.”  That  young  man  cried  and  cried. 

Next  morning,  Sister  take  all  our  grown  behinds  down  to 
Brewster  Place.  We  walk  and  bus  ride  cross  the  city  turning 
our  faces  away  from  the  people  and  places  that  hurt  us.  We 
get  there. 

Brother  Hayden  greet  us,  “C’mone  here,  chillun.  C’mone 
in  the  back  room.” 

We  follow  him,  single-file,  obediently,  respectfully.  There 
isn’t  a  see-through  legging,  a  sag,  or  slip -less  skirt  in  sight.  We 
look  good.  No  weave.  No  false  nails.  No  false  nothing.  Just 
us  with  soap  and  water  and  plenty  cocoa  butter  and  Vaseline. 
Teeth  brushed,  hair  combed,  and  all  the  sense  God  gave  us 
step  into  that  back  room.  Over  in  the  corner,  on  a  twin  size 
bed  with  an  old-fashioned  iron  frame  was  an  old  woman,  an¬ 
cient.  Beside  her  was  a  young  man  on  a  stool,  his  skin — dark 
as  night. 

Sister  take  us  up  close,  bring  her  voice  down  real  low,  and 
say,  “This  Miss  Angelou.  She’s  a  poet  and  a  healer.”  Then  Sister 
Giovanni  told  each  of  us  to  stretch  forth  whichever  hand  we 
write  with.  We  did  as  she  said. 

Miss  Angelou,  with  the  help  of  the  young  man  at  her  bed¬ 
side,  touched  each  of  our  palms  and  said,  “Nay  er  fine  ya  sef 
wit  duh  wers  uh  duz  huh  dnt  luh  you.” 

I  asked  the  man,  “What  she  say?” 

Without  taking  his  eyes  off  her,  he  told  me,  “She  said. 
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never  define  yourself  with  the  words  of  those  who  don’t  love 
you. 

Our  broken  and  abused  bodies  died  that  day 
Our  souls  heard  the  words  and  soared  from  the  cage. 
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Thank  you  for  your  interest  in  the  spring  201 7  issue  of  Wordeater. 


Wordeater  exists  as  a  forum  of  creative  expression  for  the 
Joliet  Junior  College  community,  including  students, 
alumni,  faculty,  and  staff.  It  celebrates  the  diversity  of 
ideas,  beliefs,  values,  language,  media,  and  people  of  its 
community.  It  seeks  to  promote  artistic,  personal,  and 
political  expression,  democratic  values,  and  social  justice, 
including  fairness  and  equal  opportunity,  rights,  and 
access.  The  Wordeater  staff  rejects  censorship  and 
attempts  to  reflect  the  artistry  and  lives  of  its  community, 
while  embracing  JJC's  Core  Values  of  respect,  integrity, 
collaboration,  humor  and  well-being,  innovation,  and 
quality. 


Wordeater  accepts  submissions  year-round  at: 
inboxwordeater@gmail.com 
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For  submission  guidelines,  please  visit: 
www.wordeater.org 


